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Valentine's Day 


Author's Notes: 
| know its a little late but my computer is a dick. Anyway, this is just a stupid little thing because no one ever 
writes for COB anymore :( 


"Uhhhh... so.. why are you here?" Janne asked awkwardly while Alexi dug through his kitchen looking for god 


knows what. 
"Tell me you have hot fudge. Where the fuck is it?" 
"Cupboard to your left. And why the hell do you need hot fudge?" 


"Cupboard? Shouldn't it be refrigerated?" Alexi asked, confused, setting the jar on the counter. 


"Do you want it or not?" 


"Make me a sundae?" Alexi asked, giving his best puppy dog eyes and pushing the ice cream and condiments 
over to where Janne was standing, wondering how his simple, peaceful night plans had been so horribly 


corrupted. 


"The things | do for you.." Janne muttered, scooping the ice cream and warming up the chocolate. 


"| know ways to repay you, if you want," Alexi smirked, raising his eyebrows and licking his lips seductively. 


"Remind me why | let you in the door?" Janne asked, rolling his eyes. 


"Oh come on, you can stop putting up this front that l'm ruining your wonderful evening. | know you're glad | 


knocked on the door, you just don't want me to realize that your Valentine's Day plans were utterly pathetic. 


"Aaaand that brings us back to the question of why you're at my house the night before Valentine's Day,” 


Janne said, setting the dish of ice cream down before Alexi, who started ravenously shoveling it in his mouth. 


"| wanted ice cream!" he said enthusiastically between mouthfuls, some of it dribbling down his chin and a lot 


of it smeared all around his lips. 


"Oh, now | see. You're here because eating ice cream in front of anyone else would just be too embarrassing. 


You're such a pig," Janne chuckled, grabbing a napkin and wiping off a grinning Alexi's mouth. 


"Oh shit, you got some on your hand! Here let me." Alexi leaned over and licked it off, laughing as Janne 


feigned disgust and went to go wash his hands. 


"Ewww. Gross. Don't you have, like, a girlfriend you should be hanging out with tonight?" Janne asked, turning 
around to rinse off the contaminated hand, only a slight bitterness in his voice at the word girlfriend. Alexi 
smirked and licked his lips. 


"Had a girlfriend," he corrected. "Or something like that. We might not want to elevate her to that status." 


Janne whirled around. 


"Shit Allu, I'm sorry. Are you o-" 


"Say no morel l'm fine. Good riddance. Now | get to spend my time with someone much better," he shrugged, 


running his eyes up and down Janne's body, noting the slight coloration in his cheeks. 


"What, um, what happened?" Janne stammered, breaking eye contact and inching away, feeling vaguely 


uncomfortable. 


"This is too much ice cream! Share with me?" 


‘Only if you answer my question" 


Alexi extended another spoon and grinned, nodding and looking scarily mischievous. Nothing good ever came from 
looks like that. Janne grudgingly took the spoon and got some ice cream, squirming a little as Alexi watched the 
movements of his mouth attentively, biting his lip as Janne dragged the spoon through his lips. Janne swallowed 
and watched Alexi's eyes trail the length of his throat, finally flitting back up to his own brown eyes with this 
look that could only be described as strangely playful and maybe.. lustful? Challenging? Or maybe he was 
imagining all this. Fuck. 


"The question, Allu. What happened" 


"Oh, right, well, | was drunk, naturally, so | can't be sure this is all exactly how it went down, but I'm thinking 
something like this: | was just kinda out of it, fucked up, not being very sociable at all honestly. | was 
exhausted, drunk, feeling slightly ill, not exactly into my girlfriend complaining extremely loudly and incessantly 
about how l'm not paying attention to her. You understand the feeling?" 


Janne nodded. And motioned for him to continue. 


"Well, at one point she was talking about how she'd seen pictures of us kissing and whatnot, being all ‘wow, 
what's up with that? kinda joking but kinda actually asking, ya know? And | just brushed her off and was like 
leave me alone, jesus, cause ya know she's climbing all over me and trying to kiss me and stuff. Hello! I'm on 
the verge of passing out! Of potential vomit! And basically, long story short, she got pissed because | wasn't 
really entertaining her at all and she was trying to give me head and is all ‘why don't you go hang out with 
that gay little friend of yours if I'm not good enough’ and | said ‘maybe | should and she's ‘whatever’ and then 
| said ‘at least | know he blows better than you' and the last thing | remember is her saying l'm disgusting and 
packing her things and leaving. And finally, peace and quiet" 


"Oh my god you're such an idiot," Janne groaned, shaking his head and eating more of the ice cream, trying to 


hide the burning in his cheeks. 


"You're blushing! Well, | was telling the truth you know. You give the best head out of anyone who's ever done 


me. 


"You're never going to let me forget that, are you? It was one time! | was drunk off my ass and so were you. 


No way you even remember what it felt like." 


‘| remember you said | was hot. Do you think I'm hot, Janne?" Alexi asked, cocking his head to the side and 
giving a sort of crooked smile. Janne blushed a deeper red. 


"|. | was drunk." Janne sputtered, squirming in his seat and turning his head, as if looking for a way out. 


"Oh look, you've got hot fudge on your face Janne," Alexi chided, leaning in slowly as Janne picked up a napkin to 
wipe it off. 


"Alexi, don't," he said firmly, although he stopped moving the napkin toward his face and sat still, waiting as if 
in shock while Alexi slowly dragged his tongue over Janne's skin, letting his lips brush against the skin so close 
to Janne's lips he could feel the heat. 


And just like that the moment was broken. 


"There we go! All clean again!" Alexi laughed, pulling back. He didn't seem fazed at all, but Janne was just staring 


back at him, mouth gaping open and eyes staring accusingly at Alexis triumphant face. Janne sniffed and 


wrinkled his nose. 


"Are you drunk now?" 


"No. maybe.. okay, if at dll, a tiny tiny bit, but definitely not enough. l'm too sober right now. We should have a 


few drinks." 


"Ah ah ah no you don't," Janne said, hopping up and grabbing Alexi's hands to stop them from opening the 
liquor cabinet. "You're not having any more to drink. You're already acting weird enough. We don't need more 


alcohol clouding your judgement." 


"l'm not that drunk Janne. I'm thinking very clearly right now," Alexi said slowly, turning around so that their 
bodies were flush against each other and Janne was pinning his hands above his head. Alexi's lips were so close 
he could just.. Janne shook his head. What kind of shit was this? Fucking Alexi and his fucking bullshit. He 
shouldn't have to deal with this. 


‘|... | don't know what game you're playing but.. its not fucking funny, okay?" Janne stammerea, his breath still 
coming a little quick due to their compromising position He dropped Alexi's hands and backed away, ashamed for 
even thinking of.. goddammit, fucking Alexi, always pushing it, all the joking kisses and play touching and now this 
shit. There was only one explanation: Alexi suspected. Maybe even knew. And now he was making fun of him. 


Teasing him. 


"Games? Who's playing games? | don't know what you're talking about," Alexi shrugged, patting Janne's chest 
and walking back to his seat. Golden hair flowing out behind him, his shirt just tight enough to see the curve of 
his waist.. Janne shook his head, vaguely annoyed and vaguely intrigued. Two could play if thats what Alexi 
really wanted. Maybe he wasn't teasing. Maybe he was begging. 


"Not playing games, hmmm? Why'd you come here then, if you didn't want to play?" he smirked, slipping a hand 
around Alexi's waist and nuzzling into his neck, tickling his stomach lightly. "You're always soooo innocent, aren't 


you?" 


"Y-yeah, I'm not... playing anything." Alexi struggled to contain a moan as Janne nipped at the pale skin of his 


neck. 


"Oh, right, of course not, lm sorry," Janne said, stepping away. "Why don't you eat some more of your ice 


cream." 


He picked up Alexi's spoon and got a decent amount on it, bringing it to the guitarists mouth, only to tug it 


back prematurely and smear the remaining bit around his lips. 


"Oh look, you've got hot fudge on your face alexil" he imitated, leaning in to brush his lips and tongue all around 
Alexis mouth, finally licking at the entrance to his lips, which he parted almost subconsciously. Janne pressed 
his tongue further into Alexi's mouth, tasting the chocolate as well as the peculiar taste that was unique only 


to Alexi himself. 


Alexi moaned into the kiss as Janne shoved his hand under Alexi's shirt, pushing it up far enough so that he 


could.. 


"Oh shit Alexi, | dripped hot fudge on your stomach! Clumsy me.." 


He kissed his way down Alexi's neck, then jumping to his taut stomach where he began to lick and suck the ice 
cream away, making sure to go right down to the barrier of his low-slung pants. Alexi moaned and buried his 
fingers in Janne's hair, writhing around a little as Janne's hands squeezed his thighs and his tongue dragged 
down from his sternum all the way to his belt buckle. The bulge in the baggy pants was hard to miss. Janne 
smirked. Alexi wanting him, if only sexually, was good enough for tonight. Better than nothing, anyhow. 


"All clean!" he said, standing up and smiling, prying a baffled Alexi's hands from his hair. "Sorry for being so 
messy," he shrugged, ruffling Alexi's hair and then dragging his fingers along the scalp. The blonde moaned. 


"Janne.. what are you doing?" he asked, panting still 


"What do you mean? You're clean, | apologized, I'm sitting down now..? | mean, you wouldn't be.. turned on right 
now, would you? Because | mean, obviously you aren't gay and obviously you didn't come over to my house 
tonight wanting to get in on with me, right?" 


"Jaaaaannneeeee," Alexi whined, pleading with his eyes. 


"Whaaaaat," Janne mimicked, laughing. 


"Come oooon," Alexi whined again, standing up to walk over behind Janne's seat. His cheeks were pink and his 
hair was messy, sticking out at odd angles, lips moist and red, an obvious hard-on, Janne swore he'd never 


looked so beautiful. 


"| like you," Alexi whispered in his ear, lips caressing the outer shell and then trailing down his neck, soft but 


insistent. 


"I like you too?" Janne shifted uneasily, feeling his own body stirring to arousal. 


"No. | liike you," Alexi said again, supple lips moving against Janne's neck before sucking on the spot right 


where his shoulder connected. He groaned despite himself. 


And then the lips were gone. Startled, Janne turned around only to see the guitarist stripping off his shirt, 
revealing an expanse of pale skin with a few red splotches on his lower stomach where Janne had been tending 


to previously. He licked his lips and stared, aware that Alexi was watching him. He couldn't wait any longer. 


Standing up, he backed Alexi against the wall, leaning in to kiss him passionately, hands tangled in hair and 
grabbing at skin He easily won the short fight for dominance as Alexi arched his back into it and let Janne 
direct his head, tilting it to the side and moving his lips in coordination. Alexi moaned and shut his eyes, wrists 
eventually pinned above his head as Janne broke the kiss, both of them panting, foreheads still touching. 


"You... are such a little tease," Janne breathed out, tracing a nipple lightly. Alexi winced and arched into the 


touch. "And fuck.. you look so hot right now, my god.” 


"You're not drunk this time," Alexi smirked, tugging his arms back down and pulling on the hem of Janne's shirt. 
The keyboardist obliged and removed it, immediately diving back in to nip at Alexi's lips, which were soft and 
yielding. 


"No, l'm not. You're hot with or without alcohol," he muttered into Alexi's mouth, spinning them around and 


walking backwards until they reached the couch, sitting down while still kissing frantically. 


As Janne moved to suck and swirl the guitarist's nipples, he pushed Alexi onto his back, undoing his belt and 


pants button, sneaking a hand down to palm him through his underwear. 


"Is this what you've been wanting all night Allu? This?" he gave Alexi's cock a firm squeeze. All he got in 
response was a loud moan and a "fuck, Janne" and a lot of squirming, which was answer enough for him. Sliding 
back up he sucked and bit Alexi's neck, knowing he was leaving plenty of marks for the guys to see tomorrow, 
all over his collarbones and shoulders too, wanting them to see, to see what their little frontman had been up 
to on his Valentine's weekend. For some reason this thought made Janne moan a little and work twice as hard, 
attacking Alexi's neck mercilessly while thrusting their hips together, hand down his best friend's pants, 
massaging him, jerking him off, his best friend's nimble fingers struggling with his own pants, finally managing 


to undo them and wrap his small hands around Janne's throbbing dick.. fuck it was too much. 


He went back to kissing Alexi's lips sporadically, delighting in the bruises he saw forming on the pale skin of his 
neck, moaning when he thought of him walking in to practice with a scarf, embarrassed, Janne casually 


unwinding it only to reveal.. 


Fuck, he was making out with his best friend, his best friend's hands were really skilled at jerking him off.. 
Alexi liked it, he was moaning, he said he liiiiked him, what does that even mean? Was that just manipulation or 


did-oh shit, Alexi was sucking his neck now, definitely leaving marks of his own. Fuuuuck that was hot. 


Janne thrust into his hips hard and Alexi came instantly and loudly, moaning his name, which in turn made 
Janne come rather quickly in succession, the best orgasm of his life, most definitely. Clenching his teeth, he 
decided it was totally worth it, even if this was a one-time thing. Fuck it. His hand was slick with sweat and 
semen and Alexi was curled into his body, panting and occasionally pressing little kisses into his skin and 


honestly this was the best Valentine's Day Eve of his life. 


They laid like that for a while, spent, until finally Alexi sat up and rebuttoned his pants, grabbing a cigarette 
out of his pocket and lighting it. 


"Hope you don't mind," he said, motioning to the cancer stick, as Janne liked to call it. 


“There's melted ice cream dripped on my kitchen floor and your cum is all over my couch. | think it's okay." 


Alexi laughed. 


"Hope you don't mind that either." 


"Mind? That was.. wow. You're.. damn, that was better than any of the things I've been imagining for the past 


however many years.” 


"Me too," Alexi mused. 


"You.. too? Years?" Janne asked incredulously. 


Alexi smirked and started humming the tune for "so lucky I'm in love with my best friend" horribly off-key 
but still recognizable. Janne laughed and blushed slightly. Alexi kissed his cheek and whispered ‘I liike you' into 


his ear. 


The clock said 12:00 am. 


"Happy Valentine's Day Janne." 


